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instruments. Having examined the patient's head, he
Ijegan to prepare his dressings; though Grieve still
retained his first opinion that there was no fracture, and
was the more coniirmed In it, as the squire had passed
the night in profound sleep, uninterrupted by any
catching or convulsion. The York surgeon said he
could not tell whether there was a fracture, until he
should take off the scalp; but at any rate, the opera-
tion might be of service, in giving vent to any blood
that might be extravasated, either above or below the
dura mater. The lady and her son were clear for
trying the experiment; and Grieve was dismissed with
some marks of contempt, which, perhaps, he owed to
the plainness of his appearance. He seemed to be
Ibout the middle age, wore his own black hair without
any sort of dressing; by his garb, one would have
taken him for a Quaker, but he had none of the stiff-
ness of that sect; on the contrary, he was very sub-
missive, respectful, and remarkably taciturn.
Leaving the ladies In an apartment by themselves,
we adjourned to the patients chamber, where the
dressings and instruments were displayed in order upon
a pewter dish. The operator, laying aside his coat
and periwig, equipped himself with a nightcap, apron,
and sleeves, while his 'prentice and footman, seizing
the squire's head, began to place it in a proper posture.
But mark what followed. The patient, bolting up-
right In the bed, collared each of these assistants with
the grasp of Hercules, exclaiming, in a bellowing tone,
u I han't lived so long in Yorkshire to be trepanned
by such vermin as you" j and, leaping on the floor,
put on his breeches quietly, to the astonishment of us
all. The surgeon still insisted upon the operation,
alleging It was now plain that the brain was Injured,
and desiring the servants to put him into bed again;
but nobody would venture to execute his orders, or